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RostIN CASTLE. 

| . in the ſeaſon of the year, 
5 When all things gay and ſweet appear, 

] hat Colin with the morning ray, 

Aroſe and ſung his rural lay. | 

Of Celia's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 

The hills and dales with Celia rung, 


While Roſlin Caſtle heard the ſwain, 
And echo'd back the chearful ſtrain. 


Awake my love, the breathing ſpring, 
With rapture calls, awake and fing, -- 
Awake and join the vocal throng, 
Who hails the morning with a 3 
To Celia with a chearful lay gi, 

O bid her haſte and come a 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adgfF7. 


And add new graces to the wen. 15 


O hark my love on every ſpray, 
Each feather'd warbler tunes it's lay, 
"Tis beauty fires the raviſlid N 


And love inſpires the melting ſong 


Then let my raptur'c notes ariſe, 
For beauty darts from Celia's eyes, 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. 


3 
O hark my E thy Colia,s lay, 
With rapture calls, O come away, 
Come wh'le the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 


Around that modeſt brow of thine; 


O hither haſte and with thee bring. we 
That beauty bloaming like the {pring, 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, - 

And charm this raviſh'd dre of mine. 


Ihe Anfwer. 


TROM Roſlin Caſtle's echoing walls, 
Reſounds my Shepherd's ardent calls, 

My Colin bids me come away, 
And love demands I ſhould obey; 
His melting ſtrain and tuneful lay, 
So much the charms of love diſplay, 
| yield, no longer can refrain, 
To own my love and blefs my ſwain. 

No longer can my heart conceal, 
The painful pleafing flame l feel, 


[My foul retorts the amorous ſtrain, 


\nd- echoes back in love again. WHIT 
Where lurks my Songſter ? from what grove, 
Does Colin pour his notes of love? 
O bring me to the happy bower, 
Vhere mutual love may bliſs ſecure. 

Ye vocal hills that catch the long, 
E epeating as iT r flies along. 
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To Colin's ear my ſtrain convey, 
And fay 1 haſte to come away; 
Ye Zephy rs ſoft that fan the gale, 
Waft to my love the ſoothing tale, 
In whiſpers all my ſoul expreſs, 
And tell I haſte his arms to bleſs; 
Whilſt Roflin Caftle heard the ſwain, 
And echo'd back the eee ſtrain. 
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The new way of the bowie Moor Hen. 
ARLY one morning away I did ſteer, 


With-wy gun and dog the morning being clear, £ 


F fot at a bird which they call the Moor hen, 
And-now I have gotten the prize in my hand. 
Bonny laſs lend ine your hand if you can, 
Canny laſs lend me your hand if you can; 
To lend you my hard I am not at a (ſtand, 
Since martiage and courage has ſealed up the band. 
My be voy moor hen has feathers enew, _ 
She has diſterent colc urs but none of them blue, 
_ ard ſoxething elſe you know what I mean, 
Which | love better than her bonny blue een. 
| hope al] her wooers will now be at reſt, 
Since Lin due ſeaſon have harried the nell. 
For their endeavours have proved in vain, 
T hey terer could ſhoot at my bonny Moor Hen. 
Te Lihd of Shillock is blind of an eye, 
And 8 s ſand blind he cannot well ſee: 


heir firel: es being ruſty and could not well bend, 


Made them m {> the i} ot of the bonny Moor Hen. 
F'orſe coupers and drovers a wooing they went, 
T eir hounds being flow they loſſed their ſcent, 
O er moſſes and m 07s ard many a glen, 
Hut never could catch my bouny Moor Hen. 


1 
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Now all you cull wooers I ſpeak to your ſhame, 
In courting the laſſes you're ſurely to blame, 98 
In courting the laſſes I can't call you men, | 
Since you len the ſhot of the bonny Moor Hen. 

O bleit be the day that with her I met, © 
For now my young charmer's begun for to cleck, 
lnſtead of one young one ſhe has brought two, 
To ſee what my bonny Moor Hen ſhe caa do. 

Bonny laſs leud me your hand if you can, 
Canny laſs lend me your haud if you can, 

To lend you my hand, am not at a ſtand, 
Since marriage and courage has ſeal'd up the band 


MONSSHE2A Gf wo ox Se 242 NEN Cd 
| The wendering Shepherdeſs, er the wonder of Love, 


in this preſent Age, &c. 


OME all you old Miſers, who heap up your: gold, 
For to ruin your children who's love's oft conttoul'd, 
By rock old fractious parents, who? gainit wedloek proves foe 
Which oft proves young lovers ruin, and ſid overthrow. 


In the County of Exeter, there lived a rich *Squire, 
Who had a young daughter, by birth-right his heir, 
But ſhe loved a young Shepherd, far below her 
Which alas! proved theirruin and fad mitery, 


When her father came to know it in a paſſion he did go, 
And he fl-w the young ſhepherd, with one fatal blow, 
W hile he lay l this young lady drew near: 
Aud ſhe raved, as diltraQted, for the loſs of her dear. 


O cursed be your riches, ſinee to true love ſuch a foe, 
For my joys are transformed to a life of deep woe, | 
Then ſaid the dying Shepherd, no, my love ſtays with you, | 
What's mine ſhall evince it as the flock you go through. 
They're fifteen in number, my flock is but ſmall, _- 
And is "al [hive ſaved, finze I knew the Shepherd's Hall, 
Love, they will attend you, where ever you go, 


And be your ICY thro? the hail, wind, and now. 
| Then 
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Then the took by his pole, his hat and his plaid, 


And as a painful ſhepherdeſs ever ſince ſhe's array'd : 
O ſhe went thro' the flock. and his ſheep to her came, 
All a bleating, her intreating, his love to proclaim. 


O the wept and lamented, and away ſhe did go: 
And Rill they attend her, thro? the cold, rain, and ſnow, 
As her ſhepherd's no more, and her father ſoon died, 
Fer the lols of his child, and the murder beſide : 


But ill the keeps a wandering with her ſheep fer to ſhew, 
That true love is more powerful, than old maid's do know, 


She has travelled over England, now to Scotland ſhe's come, 
For to thew love's controlters, what may be their doom. 


Fer ſuch an in ance of true love dumb brutes ne*er did 
| ſhe w 4} 
In reſpeR they have to her, and obeying her fo, 
The old Ram ſhe calls Charlie, and Char'iooe the Ewe, 


As Andrew and Sally, theic own naines they all know : 


When ſhe wants them for to tarry on any green plain, 


| Now fays ſhe you muſt Ray here until T come again; 


They with humble ſabmiffion, they always do fo, 
But when the long tarries then a mourning they go: 


With bleating and treating they ſeem to lament, 
Ani when ſhe returns, then they run to her bent. 
And by the way of th ir welcome bleats up in her f:c2, 


And ſuch inſtance of love, was never known ia ſuch beaſt 


She is no impoſter, it's very well known, 
Aſking vo ſapply. but {till lives on her own; 
And if he'd return to her Father's bright Hail, 
She might Jive in great ſplendor, but that ſhe never ſhall, 


Rat ſays, that ſhe'll wander, till death end rhe ſtriſe, 


In lamenting ber Shepherd, as the was not his wiſe, 
And thro? many ſtrange countries, with her flock loves to go, 
For to'fbew cruel, parents, what true love can do. 


TY n 13 F 
The BRISTOL Wedding. 


[GH Briſtol their liv'd a rich ſquire we hear, 
And he has a beautiful Danghter ſo fair, 
Great perſons of Honour did tit} wait upon her, 
ln hop2s for to gain this young Lady ſo fair. 


, There was a young Sailor ſhe ſtill did admire, 
Who oft in her Company there he had been; 
Unknown to her father he came in fine weather, 

„ When he knew that the road was both fair and cle au. 


x, But a Lord of the Manor he came for to gain her, 

ce, And he was an old Man as plain doth appear, 
And he above all other ſo pleafed the father, 

* As ſoon as the Father he came for to hear. 


Being pleaſed with the offer he faid to his Daughter. 
Here is a rich Match I've provided for thee, 
so make no denial, for he's truly loyal, 
: Aad J am refolved your Wedding to ſee. 


in, Is this à Patron to wed ſuch a Matron, 
A man that is ficting my Father to be; 
The grave may receive him, I ne'er ſhall have him, 
There's none | can love but the Sailor, faid ſhe. 


O Nanny, give over! thy paſſion give over, 


©, 
To talk of this thing it is but in vain, | 
1 A tailor to marry, that can't with you tarry, - 
zat Who gains all his bread thro' Cold, Wind, and Raia. | 
Says beautiful Nancy, O he is my fancy! _ 1 


] never ſhall wed a Man that is old; 


A Fig {ce his money, for ['!! have young Johnny. 
hall, There's none I adore but a Sailor fo bold. 


5 To hear of her Notion he was in a paſſion, 
Bit: fimpt with his foot and bounc'd with his knee, 
go, (Saying, I pray you forſake” bim, f 
| Panithed from me he ever ſhall be, 


for if you do take him, > 


. 

To talk tis a Folly, for he's briſk and jolly, 
I never ſhall marry a Man that is old; 
I never will do it although I ſhonld rue it. 
There's none I adore but a Sailor fo bold. | 
My Mother ſhe's left me ten thonſand "One Sterling 
- My Uncle he's left me as much more; 
No longer I'll tarry, but the Sailor Þ'il marry, 


Poor he is the riches I do adore. 


Unknown to her Father ſhe took the young Sailor, 
And now he's dreſt out as fine as aKing ; 

Without a Miſcarriage they had a fine Marriage, 
The rareſt in Brifiol that ever was ſeen, 

Rut after the Bedding and tail of the Wedding, 
Her Father came in the, very next day, . _ 
Without any Bidding, ſays, how goes your > 1 N 
Come tell me, come tell me, dear Daughter [ 

Dear Father I've married a youth of wa bn irit, 
For he is a Stateſman above my Epc ; 

T ne'er was deſerving of ſuch a Preferment, 
No, yet j am worthy his bride for to be. i 
With tht the old Father enquired of the Sailor, 
Of his extraQion and what Family; 
T am ſon cf Adam that courted this Madam, 
And come with ſubmiſhon your fon for to be. 

From the wide Ocean | gain'd this Promotion, 
Upon the proud waves where Cannons do roar ; 
And without any portion I married your Daughter, 
For ſhe has my h-art, and I can love no more, 

Then faid her old Fatber thou has gained my Favout 
Befid-s the whole rights of my Houſes and Land, 
Along with his dinghter he gave this fine Charter, 
Unto the Young Sailor as [- underſtand. 

He ſaid my brave hero, fince thon loves thy marrow, 
And call her the whole delight of thy ſoul, 
Came let us be ſolly, and drown Melancholy, 
And crown all our Joys in a fall flowing Bowl. 
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